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Eden. I was quite transported at this unexpected change,
and reviving pleasure began to glad my thoughts, when,
with a look of inexpressible sweetness my beauteous deli-
verer thus littered her divine instructions:

" My name is religion. I am the offspring of truth and
love, and the parent of benevolence, hope, and joy. That
monster, from whose power 1 have freed you, is called su-
perstition ; she is the child of discontent, and her followers
are fear and sorrow. Thus different as we are, she has
often the insolence to assume my name and character, and
seduces unhappy mortals to think us the same, till she, at
length, drives them to the borders of despair, that dreadful
abyss, into which you were just going to sink*

" Look round and survey the various beauties of the
globe, which heaven has destined for the seat of the hu-
man race, and consider whether a world, thus exquisitely
framed, could be meant for the abode of misery and pain.
For what end has the lavish hand of providence diffused
such innumerable objects of delight, but that all might re-
joice in the privilege of existence, and be filled with grati-
tude to the beneficent author of it? Thus to enjoy the
blessings he has sent, is virtue and obedience; and to re-
ject them, merely as means of pleasure, is pitiable igno-
rance, or absurd perverseness. Infinite goodness is the
source of created existence; the proper tendency of every
rational being, from the highest order of raptured seraphs,
to the meanest rank of men, is to rise incessantly from
lower degrees of happiness to higher. They have each
faculties assigned them for various orders of delights/'

'* What," cried I, "is this the language of religion?
Does she lead her votaries through flowery paths, and bid
them pass an imlaborious life i Where are the painful toils
of virtue, the mortifications of penitents, the self-denying
exercises of saints and heroes ?"

" The true enjoyments of a reasonable being," answered
she, mildly, ** do not consist in unbounded indulgence, or
luxurious ease, in the tumult of passions, the languor of
indolence, or the flutter of light amusements. Yielding